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The Lamentation of Mr. Pages Wife of T lmoath : 


Who being entorced to wed againſt their will; did conſent to his Murder for the love of George | 
Strangwidges tor which fact they ſuffered death at Barſtable in Devonſhire, 


The tune is: 


A happy the whom koꝛtune hath fozlozne, * 


Deſpil d of grace that pzoffered grace div ſcoꝛn. 


yp lawleſs love, hath luckleſs w2ought my woe 
My diſcontent, content did ovezth2ow. 

My loathed life to late J do lament, 

My woful deed in heart 4 dorepent, 

A wife J was that wilful went aw2y, - 

And fo2 that fault am here p2epar'd to die. 

Jn blomy years my Fathers greedy mind, 
Againſt my will a match fo2 me did find: 


Gꝛeat wealth there was yea gold and ſilver ſtoze, 


But pet my heart had choſen one befoꝛe. 
Pine epes dillik't my Fathers liking quite, 
My heart did loath my Parents fond delight, 
Py greedp mind and fancy told to me, 
That with his age my youth could not agr. 
On knees J crav'd they would not me conſtrain, 
With tears A cry'd their purpoſe to reſtrain, 
With ũghs and ſobs 4 did them often move 

JI might not wed whereas J could not love. 

But all in vain my ſpeeches fill J ſpent, \ 

Mp Wothers will my withes did pzevent ; 
Though wealthy Page poſſeſt my outward part, 
George Strangwidge ſtill was lodged in my heart. 
I wedded was, and w2apped all in woe, 

G2eat diſcontent within my heart did grow: 

I loath'd to live, pet liv d in deadly ſtrife, 
Becauſe perfozce J was made Pages wife, 

My choſen eyes could not his ſight abide, 

y tender pouth did ſcoꝛn his aged ſide, 

Scant could I taſte the meat whereon I fed, 
My legs did loath to lodge within his bed. 
Cauſe knew J none, that ſhould deſpiſe him ſo, 
That fuch diſdain within my heart did grow, 
Save onely this that fancy did me move, 


Fortune my Foe. 


Mell could I with that Page enjopd his life; 
So that he had ſome other to his wife, 

But never could J wiſh of low oz high, 

A longer life then ſe ſweet Strangwidge die. 


O woe is me that had no greater grace, 

To ſtay till he had run out natures race; 

My deed J rue, but moꝛe J do repent, 

That to the ſame my Strangwidge gave conſent. 
Pou Parents fond that gra dy minded be, 

Ind ſ&k to graft upon the golden tre, 

Conſider well. and richtful Judges be, 

And give pour dom twirt Parents love and me. 
J was their Child and bound foz fo obey, 

Pet not to love, where J no love could lap; 

J married was in muck and endlels ſtrike, 


But faith befoze had made me Stravgwidge wife, 


O wzetched wozld ! whom cankered ruſt doth blind 


And curſed men who bear a grevp mind; 
And hapleſs J whom parents did fozce ſo, 
To end my dayes in ſozrow ſhame and woe. 


Pou Devonſhire Dames, and courteous Cornwal Kes 


That here are come to viſit woeful Wights, 
Regard mp griek, and mark my woeful end, 
But to pour childꝛen be a better friend. 


And thou my dear which foz my fault muſt die. 
Be not afratd the foꝛce of death to try; 

Like as we liv'd and lov d together true, 

Do both at once lets bid the woꝛld adieu. 


VI. lis thy friend doth take her laſt fare wel, 
Whoſe ſoul with thine in heaven doth ever dwell ; 


Sweet Saviour Chziſt do thou my ſoul receive, 
The wozld J do withal my heart foꝛgive. 

And Parents now whoſe ar&dy mind do ſhow, 
Pour hearts deſire, and inward heavy wor: 


Pourn pou no moꝛe, foꝛ hope my heart doth tel, 


And told me fill George Strangwidge was my love, Cre dap be done, that J ſhall be fall well, 


But here began my downfall and decay, 

In mind 2 mus d to make him ffraight away, 
I that became his diſcontented Mike, 
Contented was he ſhould be rid of life. 


And P1:mouth pꝛoud J bid the now fare wel, 
Take herd you wives, let not your hands rebel: 
And farewel life, wherein ſuch ſozrow ſhowes, 


And welcome death that doth my Coꝛps encloſe. 


Pethinks the heavens cries vengeance fo2 my fad, And now t wert Lozd foꝛgive me my misdeds, 


Methinks the woꝛld condemns my monffrous act, 


Methinks within my Conſcience tells me true, 
That koꝛ that deed Pell fire is my due. 

My penũ ve ſoul doth ſoꝛrow foꝛ my fin, 

Foz which offence my ſoul doth bleed within, 
But mercy Lo2d, fo2 mercy til! 4 cry, 
Save thou my ſoul, and let my body die. 


- 


Repentance cries foꝛ ſoul that inward bleevsz + 


* 


Py ſoul and body Jcommend tothe, 
That with thy blod from death red@med me. 


Lod bleſs our King with long and happp life, 


And ſend true pcace betwixt each man and wife, 


And give all parents wiſdome to foꝛeſæ, 
The match is mar d where minds do not acre, 
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Ihe Lamentation of George The Complaint of Mrs. Page 


>... Strangwidge, who tor the conſenting to the 
george — of Mr. Page ot Plimouth, fuffered 
death at Barſtable. 


'TY man that ſighs and ſozrows fot his ſin, 

| The coꝛps which care and wohath w2apped in 
Jn dole ful ſozt recoꝛds her Swan⸗ like Song, 
That waits foꝛ death and loaths to live ſo long. 


O Glanefield cauſe of my committed crime, 

Do wed in wealthas birds in buſh of lime, | 

What cauſe hadſt thou to bear ſuch wicked ſpight 2 
nt. Againſt my Love and eke my hearts delight. 


J would fo God thy wiſdome had bien moe, 
*©2 that J had not entred in thy dw2; 
© #2 that thou had a kinder father been 
ne. Unto thy Child, whoſe pears are pet but green. 
The match unmet which thou didſt make, 
| When aged Pa: e thy daughter whom did take, 
a Mell may ſt thou rue with tears that cannot d2y, 
ike. Which is the cauſe that four of us muſt die. 
d blind, [Ulalia moze bzight then Summers Sun, 
 Whoſebeauty had foz2 ever my love won, 
Py ſoul moze ſobs to think of thy diſgrace, 
Then to behold. my own untimely race. 


wal Ki The derd late done in heart J do repent. 
| But that J lov'd 4 cannot it relent : 
Thy ſeemly ſight was ever ſwet to me, 
| Would God my death would thy excuſer be. 
e. It was foz me alas thou didſt the ſame, 
On me by right they ought to lay the blame: 
My wozthleſs love hath bzought my lite in lcoꝛn, 
Now woe is me that ever J was bo2n, 
Farewel my Love whoſe Ropal heart was ſen, - 
vell ; Wouldeft thou hadſt not half ſo conſtant ben: 


ve, Farewel my Love the pꝛide of Plimouth town, 
Far wel the flower whoſe beauty is cut down. 
, Foz fwenty years great was the coſt J know, 
Thy unkind father did on ther be ſtow: 
ell, Pet afterwards ſo ſower did fo2tune lower; 
Me loſt his joy and Child within an hour, 
"8 Mp w2ong and woe fo God J do commit, 
= Who was the cauſe of matching them unfit : 
5, And pet my guilt J cannot ſo excuſe, | 
ſe Alle gave content his life fo2 to abuſe, 
B, Waetch that Jam that my conſent did give, 
4 Pad J deny d VIalia ſtill ſhould life: 


Blind fancy ſaid do not this ſuit deny, 
Live thou in bliſs, v2 elſc in ſoꝛzrow dies 


? _ DLovdfogivethis crueldedofmine, 

ilfe, Upon my ſoullet beams ot mercy thine : 
In julfice Loꝛd do thou no vengeance take, 

R. . Fo2gibeusboth, For Teſus Chrift his ſake, 


tor cauſing her Husband to be murdered 
for the love of Strangwidge, who were 
executed together. 


F ever woe did touch a womans heart, 

D2 grief did gall foꝛ ſin the outward part, 
My conſcience then and heavy heart within, 
Can witneſs well the ſozrow foꝛ my fin, 
When years were poung my father fo2c'd me wes 
Againſt my will where fancy were not fed, 

J was content his pleaſure to obey, 

Although my heart was link'd another way. 
Gꝛeat were the gifts they pzoffered in my ſight, 
With wealth they thought to win me with delight, 
But gold no2 gifts could not my mind remove, 
Fo? J waslink'd whereas J could not love, 
Methought his tght was loathſome to my epe, ”* 
My heart did grugde againſt him inwardly, 
This diſcontent did cauſe my deadly ffrife, 

And with this wealth did cauſe a grie vous life, 
My conſtant love was on young Strangwidge ſet, 
And woe to him that did our welfare let: 

His love ſo d&pa rot in me did take, | 

J would have gone a begging fo2 his ſake, 
Wa2onged he was thꝛough fond deſire of gain, 


- W2onged he was even thꝛough my parents plain: 


If faith and troth a perfec pledge might be, 
Jhad been wife unts ng man but he, 
Eternal God foꝛgive my Fathers ded, 
And grant all Paidens may take better herd, 
Tf J had been but conſtant to my friend, 
J had not matcht to make ſo bad an end, 
But wanting grace J ſought my own decay, 
And was the cauſe to make my friend away, 
And he on whom my earthly jopes didiye, 
Thꝛough my amille a ſhameful death muſk die. 
Farwel ſweet George alwaies my loving friend; 
Needs muſt J laud and love thee to the end: 
And albeit that Page poſſeſt thy due, 
In ſight of God thou walt my Husband true. 
My watryp eyes vnto the Heavens J bend, 
Craving of Chꝛiſt his mercy to extend, «© 

y blody deeddo me O Lo2d fozgive, 

nd let my ſoul within thy Kingdom live, 
Farwel falſe woꝛld and Friend that Fickle bez 
Atl wives farwel, example take by me, 
Let not the Devil to murder you intice, 
Siek toefcape ſuch foul and filthy vice. 
And now O CTh:ift ts thee 4 yield my b2eath, 
Strengthen my Faith in bitter pangs of death; | 
Fo2 give my faults and folly J thee pzay, 
And with thy blod waſh thou my fins away, 
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